curled over his temples and said,

"It's too long, I know. But I just can't make up my mind to go
to an English barber. I am so used to ours. They are wonderful
people."

This sudden excitement, provoked by such a subject, struck me
as a little absurd. I must have betrayed rny feelings, for my neigh-
bour began to laugh again. And as he kept rumpling his greying
hair his laughter, that was so youthful, became even more en-
gaging.

"I wasn't thinking of skill," he said, "really not____"

He shook his head and continued,

"In Paris I regularly patronise a barber shop on the left bank.
It's a small place. The boss works there himself with two em-
ployees. His wife is in charge of the cash register. They have a
little boy and a little girl who come and do their homework in
the back room of the shop when they return from school. A
family without a history. Well, one morning as I went in to my
barber's he suddenly left the customer he was attending to, dashed
over to another one who was waiting his turn, tore a printed sheet
from his hands and came running up to me, shouting, 'Look,
look what I've just received, Monsieur. I found this in my mail.*
He was holding a copy of the clandestine paper, 'Liblration* if I
remember correctly. 'The articles in it are wonderful,* the boss
said. 'Against the Germans, against the collaborationists, with
names, details and everything. It takes courage to print things like
that. Isn't that so, gentlemen?'

"And everyone, those with their faces daubed with lather, those
who were being worked on with the scissors or the clippers, every-
one approved. The clandestine paper had made the round of die
shop. Imagine their sending it to me. To me!' the boss kept say-
ing. He was beaming with pride. 'It's really a great honour they're
doing us,' his wife at the counter said gently. 'Read it fast,' the
boss whispered to me. Tm expecting a lot of people this morning,
and everybody has to get his chance at it.9 For two cents he would
have posted the paper in his window/9

"Was it before or after the circulation of the resistance papers
was punishable by death?" I asked.

"After, long after," said my neighbour.

He laughed* His fage expressed die most astonished, the tender-
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